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The camel was alone in a desert filled with fire that smelled powerful enough to give a slow roasting 
smell of flesh when it is rolled over the fire, but from afar. The final destination appeared to be a pond 
full of water surrounded by greenery, a mirage too good to be true but necessary to continue the 
interminable walk because walking was the only way to get its heavy body to move inch by inch, a 
body that had almost consumed all of its stored water, as if it were just an old leather bag full of bones. 
As it is a camel, there may be less sympathy, if otherwise I state it, was a man. It will gain even more 
sympathy if I mention it was a woman, even mote if child. Our sympathies are subjected to flesh, in 
summation and it helps us satisfy our inner urges, that we are still a bit more human. If I say it was a 
camel, well, now it does not matter, because you have already dehumanized it. 


The camel, was moving slow paced towards the miraged true pond when it was sighted by a vulture, 
just waiting for the right opportunity to fell down and its meat to roast slow under the fire of the Sun, 
giving it a bit less than a charcoal taste, dinner in making. Some may blame the Sun, why it shines so 
hot and bright, it can shine slow. Sand can be a comparable problem, becoming too hot too rapidly 
and altering its nature according to the day's conditions. As a result, the camel cannot expect it to 
warm up slowly. The sand does not heat up slowly in direct sunlight and does not cool down quickly 
when the sun sets. It might make a difference to some people if I explain the vulture, like the Camel, 
was an opportunistic human being; certainly, it will elicit a little more sympathy. Similarly, the sand 
may be an opportunistic human, making us ponder how connected we are to nature. The camel's 
energy was running out, and the pond a little further away, if it was indeed a pond in its own right, 
was about to dry up. A brilliant dark scorpion emerges from the sand, like a son of the desert with all 
of the desert's traits, yet refined. When it bites, it seems as if the desert has poured its hot serum into 
you; whether you're a camel, a man, a woman, or a child, the effect is nearly identical. Fortunately, 
camel was spared. On the other hand, even a scorpion was looking for a small insect today; the desert 
has its limits, and it can raise its own son if necessary. Some may draw a comparison to humans, yet 
we have seen numerous real-life examples. It must be close now, for the camel can think, albeit not in 
a human voice in its head, but it can think anyway, else it would not be moving. Anything that moves 
has consciousness, or at least most of it does if we exclude the few who choose to die on purpose. 
The camel felt as if its body has not started to shut down, its leg felt numb, although still walking, but 
without feeling. Suddenly, the body, fell down. The sympathy level can vary if it was an animal, a man, 
a woman or a child. The charred body fell down like stone, lifeless, almost. And then, it happened. 
The life. 


The mirage was a mirage in mirage, no mirage. It was real, I really think it does not matter what 
lifeform it is, but its breath, drunk a lot of water and breaths the hot desert air, which was not feeling 
so hot now. The man sitting on the camel's back with his small girl and wife, all four of whom were 
nearly lifeless, tasted the life-giving liquid, regardless of whether it was a camel, man, lady, or the girl. 


